CHAPTER 39 


May 22, 2011 


“This is the worst idea you've ever had.” 


Justin and Chie were sitting across from each other at Aiya’s. They really hadn’t had 
the chance to just sit down and talk in a while, so it was a pleasant change of 
events. Although, Justin had rather their discussion have been focused on 
something other than Justin’s idiotic bet. Hell, even he was finding some fault in it. 
10,000 yen. He had to be out of his mind; he wouldn’t be able to eat at all fora 
freakin’ week if he lost. He had briefly considered just calling the bet off with 
Yosuke, but that would just mean he’d have to acknowledge Yosuke was better than 
him. That wasn’t going to happen; not now, not ever. 


“Ugh, | know. But | already made the bet. | can’t back out now.” 
“Well maybe you shouldn’t have made the bet in the first place!” 


Jeeze, Chie’s getting really worked up over this. Justin had to wonder why she was 
getting so worked up over this. Was she worried Justin would lose? Or did she just 
not like the idea of Justin being class president. Hell, forget if Justin won; What if 
Yosuke won? They’d be SO fucked. 


“What, with the way Yosuke was being a complete ass? | wasn’t standing for that 
shit.” 


“Il know, | know, it’s just... He kinda had a point.” 
“What?” 


“Well, | mean, outside of our homeroom, no one really knows you... And it is kind of 
a popularity contest. That’s why Daisuke got so many votes last year.” 


Justin sighed slightly. She was right, as much as he hated to admit it. He had little to 
no chance of winning when no one even knew his name. He’d have to do something 
to get everyone’s attention; in a positive light at least. Soeeches were supposed to 
be held Monday... if he could make a good impression, maybe he could shift the 
vote over to his side. | mean, he didn’t need to convince everyone to vote for him, 
he just needed to convince them to not vote for Yosuke. 


“Then | guess I’ll need to go the extra mile on this one...” 
“You have a plan?” 


“Other than giving a good speech? Not really.” 


Chie moaned slightly under her breath. 


“| want you to beat Yosuke as much as the next person, but... | think you’re going to 
need something bigger than a speech.” 


“I'll figure something out.” 


The two sighed in complete synchronization. It wasn’t so much Justin’s lack of a plan 
that had bothered the both of them; it was what would happen if he lost. 
Regardless, Justin had decided to wipe the thought from his mind. The less he 
thought about it, the more confident he’d be; and the more confident he was, the 
more hearts and minds he would win over. He hoped anyway. 


Justin lifted his gaze from the table to take a look at Chie. She was still staring at the 
table, lost in thought. He smiled slightly at her, though he knew she couldn’t see it. 


“Your eye’s looking better.” 


Chie lifted her face back up to meet Justin’s eyes. It seemed she had forgotten all 
about the black-eye she had gotten a few days ago. It was gone for the most part, 
though she still had a slight dark ring underneath her left eye. Her mouth formed a 
slight o shape, her eyebrows curved upwards, as though surprised it was still there. 


“Huh? I-It’s still there?” 
“Just a little bit under the eye.” 


Justin reached up to his own face and pressed his finger against where the dark spot 
had been on Chie’s face; though he quickly withdrew it when he realized he had 
accidently drawn focus to his bad eye. He sighed softly as he noticed Chie staring at 
his eye. 


“Please stop staring at it.” 
“Justin... Why didn’t you tell me?” 


She averted her gaze from his eye only slightly to make eye contact with the other. 
Her eyebrow curved downwards slightly, a look of sorrow on her face. It was those 
fucking puppy-dog eyes again; only this time, Chie was using them to make Justin 
feel like a royal piece of shit. He sighed slightly, leaning forward on his elbows. 


“| just... Ugh, how do | explain this...” 
“You didn’t want anyone to get worried?” 


“It’s not just that...” 


Justin paused for a moment, his heart feeling like it was growing heavier by the 
second. He knew damn well why he didn’t want anyone to know about his eye, but 
he didn’t want to admit it. And they both knew it. 


“It’s alright... | understand.” 
“No. You don’t, Chie. You really don’t...” 


Chie sighed slightly as Justin placed his head inbetween his arms. He knew what he 
wanted to say, but he couldn’t force the words out of his throat. Not to his friends, 
not to Chie, not anyone. They’d never get what it was like to be in his position, as 
much as they claimed they could. 


“You know, | used to get bullied in school a lot when | was younger.” Chie choked up 
softly. “Just because | didn’t like the same stuff the other girls did...” 


Justin raised his eyes from the cushion he had made from his arms. Chie’s face was 
pointed down towards the table, her eyes growing slightly wet. It was clearly painful 
for her to even bring up, so why had she? To make Justin feel better? It wasn’t 
working, he just felt bad that she’d have to go through that. 


“You remember the Vanguards of the Lunch Revolution? After a while, | started to 
get tired of everything people said about me. That | was weird because | liked kung- 
fu, or how | wasn’t very feminine. | used to get into fights all the time because 
people wouldn’t leave me alone.” 


Justin starred at her for a bit. So that’s why her parent’s didn’t question her about 
the black-eye that night she went to pick up her stuff to stay at Justin’s... It was 
something they were used to. He hated that; that her parents had almost accepted 
Chie fighting off her bullies on a regular basis, as if it were some regular scheduled 
event. She was just a kid... 


“Didn’t you make those nicknames since kindergarten?” Justin choked up. He 
already knew the answer; and he hated it. 


“Yeah...” 


Justin couldn’t help but puff out some hot air. Being picked on since Kindergarten 
just because you didn’t conform? It broke his heart a little bit seeing her like this, 
tears welling up in her eyes as she retold the memory to Justin. He sort of knew 
what she felt like, though he could never truly understand. That’s probably what 
hurt him the most. He’d never understand what she went through, and vice versa. 


“But then | met Yukiko and Takeshi... And then | realized something...” Chie smiled 
Slightly over the tears dripping down her cheeks. “Its better to have one or two 
good friends than to ‘fit’ in.” 


“| bet you wished you’d known how much of a scumbag Takeshi was then, huh?” 


Chie averted eye contact, sighing slightly under her breath. That’s right... Takeshi 
was her friend, always had been. And sure, he wasn’t always the nicest person to be 
around; he ragged on her constantly, after all. But when she ever needed someone, 
he had been there. He was her best friend; hell, she loved him for a time being, 
even if he didn’t love her back. But then Justin came along... and Takeshi betrayed 
her; sold them out to save his own hide. All that time they had spent together, and 
yet he didn’t give a second thought on selling out his friends... Was that all she ever 
was for him? A scapegoat? Had he ever really been her friend, or was it all just a 
show? 


Justin felt a pain in his chest as he watched Chie tango with her thoughts. She 
looked almost like she was in pain just thinking about what had happened. And 
Justin felt like a huge douche for even bringing it up. He had intended for it to bea 
joke, to try and cheer her up a bit, but instead, it only made her feel worse. She had 
two friends in the entire world, and it turns out that one of them had only been 
using her the entire time; taking advantage of her willingness to trust so easily. 


“I-I’m sorry, | didn’t mean--“ 


“No, it’s alright... | might have lost Takeshi; hell, maybe | never had him to begin 
with. But now | have Yosuke, and Narukami.” Chie looked back into Justin’s eyes. 
Much to his surprise, he noticed the faintest smile emerging from her teary-eyed 
face. 


“And | have you.” 


Justin’s eyes widened slightly in surprise, a slight smile across his face. There was a 
fundamental difference between Chie and Justin’s cases though. Chie had been 
different by choice; she could have chosen to try to act like the other girls, or to 
hide her hobbies from them. She simply chose not to. Justin though... Justin didn’t 
choose to have his eye melted close. And no matter what he did, that’s what he 
would always be... The kid with the one eye. Yet... Justin still found some solace in 
Chie’s story. Maybe it was because she knew what it was like to be the oddball out. 
Maybe it had been because she could find comfort in sharing her trauma with Justin. 
Whatever the reason, despite Chie’s incredibly sad story, Justin felt strangely... 
happy. 


“And |, you, Satonaka.” 


Chie blushed slightly. He only addressed her by her last name when he was trying 
to flatter her, or when he was trying to be flirtatious. She couldn’t tell which one it 
was now, though she didn’t mind. She understood what it meant, and she was more 
than content with that. Justin smiled at her for a brief moment more before standing 
up and grabbing Chie by the hand. 


“H-huh? Wh-Where are going?” 


“C’mon, there’s some place | want you to see.” 


“Huh? The riverbed?” 


Chie seemed slightly confused as Justin took a seat near the bank of the river, grass 
ruffling against the sides of his jeans. Chie seemed slightly confused as to what they 
were doing here, but none-the-less, she took a seat next to him anyway. For a while 
the two didn’t say anything. Chie stared at Justin for a good few minutes, expecting 
him to turn towards her at any second. Instead, his eyes had been focusing out on 
the horizon. 


Chie’s gaze eventually made its way over to where the ocean met the sky. She 
immediately understood why Justin had been so absorbed in the sight. It was 
absolutely breath taking, the way the sunlight shimmered against the water, the 
images of clouds and birds in the sky reflecting back into space. The water was 
crystal clear, a wondrous, beautiful blue shade to it. But more importantly, Chie had 
looked where the shore had met the ocean. In the reflection had been the two of 
them, sitting side by side, staring off into the horizon. She smiled slightly before 
turning back towards Justin. He smiled slightly as he felt her eyes fall back upon 
him. 


“There used to be a lake like this where | lived in California.” 


He paused for a moment, a slight chuckle on his breath. He didn’t know what it was 
that was compelling him to talk about this now, but he couldn’t stop himself as the 
words flew from his mouth, his stomach filled with butterflies. Chie had been smiling 
at him, though, Justin knew that smile would fade as his story went along. 


“| didn’t have any friends at school, other than Maya. But | only knew her for a few 
years. Before that, | used to go to school and come home covered in bruises. | got 
picked on a lot because my father was in the FBI. They thought | was some pansy 

that would have his father fight his battles for him.” 


Chie’s smile disappeared slightly. She was happy that Justin was willing to talk 

about it, but she felt bad for him all the same. It was a lot like what had happened 
to her, though there was one huge difference. Chie had gotten bullied because of 
what she did, what she was into. Justin got bullied because of his father’s choices. 


“Well, my father would see the bruises. He wouldn’t give me a pep talk, or call the 
school, or anything like that though.” Justin paused for a moment, tears welling up 
Slight in his eyes, choking back on something he couldn’t explain. “He’d hit me. 
Hard. One for every bruise | had. He told me that | needed to learn to stand up for 
myself, that | wouldn’t learn anything from him babying me. Then he’d hit me 
again.” 


“That’s horrible...!” Chie spoke up on her end. What kind of sick fuck hits their 
children for being bullied; Being bullied for something that was entirely their fault 
none-the-less. Her parents never got involved after a while when she got into fights 
but... They’d never strike her for it. Chie felt like her heart was going to explode, a 
deep stinging sensation ringing out from her chest. She couldn’t understand why 
Justin would have to suffer like that, and she didn’t want to. 


“But there was this lake... right beside our house. And every day before | walked 
home to face my father, I’d take a seat along the shoreline, and stare at my 
reflection. The reflection in the water always just stood there, looking back at me. 
He may have been a poor listener, always trying to talk over me, but he never 
judged. He never insulted me, called my names because of my father’s occupation; 
he didn’t hit me, or scold me for not being a big enough man. He sat there and 
listened. In a way, it was my only friend...” 


“Justin...” 


“Chie... Do you know what it’s like to not be part of the crowd because of 
circumstances beyond your control? What it’s like to be mentally and physically 
tormented every day and every night, in some vicious never-ending cycle? It 
fucking hurts.” 


Tears had been streaming down Justin’s face by now. Every fiber of his being told 
him to stop talking, but he couldn’t seem to keep his mouth shut. Some part of him 
just wanted to put everything on the table; for someone to listen to and tell him 
everything would be fine. 


“People always think ,when | tell them about my parents, that it’s rough; to live on 
your own, no one to look after you. You know what | said when they told me my 
father died?” 


Chie shook her head slowly to both sides. Part of her wanted to be there for Justin, 
to be someone he could tell all these deep dark secrets in his heart to; yet, 
somehow she didn’t want to hear it. She didn’t want to hear anymore about how 
fucked up his life was, or how he was abused as a child. She didn’t think her heart 
could handle much more, a pounding sensation seeming to beat at it with every 
word out of Justin’s mouth. 


“| laughed. | laughed at the men who came knocking at my door. Then | turned to 
them and said: Good. The bastard got what was coming to him. And | closed the 
door on them without a single word more. What kind of fucked up animal am |?” 


“Someone whose had enough...” 


Justin had burst into hysterics at this point; tears streaming down his face, 
struggling to breathe as his sorrow filled up his throat. He cried the hardest he had 
cried since he was a boy, and couldn’t stop. Hell, even Chie was tearing up a bit, 


though she forced herself to stay strong for Justin’s sake. She reached out to grab a 
hold of his hand before reaching up and planting a peck on his cheek. Justin opened 
his eyes, water still dripping from each corner his eyes as he looked straight into 
Chie’s. 


“It’s alright. It’s over now. You'll never have to live like that again.” 


“Just face it. I’ll never fit in. l’m always gonna be that kid with the FBI dad, or the kid 
with the missing eyeball, or the kid with the tubes stuck up his nose. I’ll never be 
just part of the crowd, it’s just the way things are.” 


“No... You’re not that kid with the missing eye, or some government dad. You’re 
Justin. And you always will be.” 


Justin paused at the comment, teats still flowing from his eyes. He still felt like shit, 
though he couldn’t stop himself from smiling slightly at the comment, his grip on 
Chie’s hand tightening slightly in the process. Chie in return smiled back, the two 
slowly resting their heads against each other as they sat along the shore. 


In the interrogation room, both parties had started to tear up. Justin had to pause in 
the middle of his recap on several occasions to force the tears back. He refused to 
look like a child. As for the interrogator, well, the story stuck more than a little close 
to home. He had a similar story to tell of his own family life when he was younger. 


“Do you need a moment?” The interrogator choked up. He was asking Justin, but in 
reality he was hoping to use it as an excuse to leave the room for a moment. 


“No... No, I’m fine...” 

“I’m sorry that you had to go through that.” 

“Yeah... Yeah, you should be.” 

“I’m sure your father must have had some reason for doing what he did.” 


“My father beat a seven year old child for getting bullied in school. What possible 
justification could there be for that!?” 


Tears slowly started to well up in Justin’s eyes again. Dammit, don’t cry here... 


“None...” The interrogator sighed softly before standing up. “We’re going to take a 
quick break. It might do the two of us some good to gather our thoughts.” 


“Do what you want, detective.” 


The detective slowly left the room, closeing the door behind him before rushing to 
the bathroom to wash his face. Justin starred across the room for a brief moment 
before pressing his hand against his ear again. 


“Dammit, Rise! Stop spying on me!” 


“S-Senpai... |...” She had clearly been crying on her end at some point. Great, now 
Justin was some fucking object of pity to everyone. Fan-FUCKING-tastic. 


“Look, you need to stop spying on me like this. What I’m saying is private. Do you 
understand?” 


“| just wanted to fill you in... We found him...” 
“Well?” 
“Dead... I... I’m sorry...” 


Justin’s draw dropped slightly. No... He couldn’t be... Goddammit, why of all people 
did it have to be him. He was a good fucking man. He didn’t deserve his faith. 
Justin’s tears streamed down his face faster before removing his fingers from his 
ears. He didn’t need to say anything else to Rise; she already knew how he felt. 
Instead, Justin took the opportunity to silently mourn the loss of a friend. 


